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after its disappearance the north wind which had been his fellow-
traveller ever since he left Salisbury dispersed some of these
clouds and swept the sky a little clearer. It was clearer, but it was
still grey with a greyness that was positively asheri. The differ-
ence between the pallor of the road, which was sad with a recog-
nised human sadness and this ashen grey sky overhead was in
some way disturbing to his mind. He kept staring at the sky as
he dragged his blistered foot forward. Every step he took caused
him pain and if the sadness of the road was congenial to this pain,
the appearance of the sky was intimately adjusted to it. The north
wind which had followed him from Salisbury and had kept on
whistling between his cap and his coat collar was not hateful to
him. He had almost got attached to its company. Once or twice
when he rested, sitting, under walls or under hedges, he found
himself missing its sullen monotone. Why the juxtaposition of
this particular cap and this particular coat collar should cause
the wind to hum and drone and sometimes almost to scream in
his ear was a puzzle to him. But this north wind travelling with
him over Salisbury Plain had many strange peculiarities and
although it was surly it did not strike him as in the least malig-
nant. Perhaps since he came from the North, from the rough
North Sea region, where this wind had its own habitation, it was
busy giving him warnings about Glastonbury. Perhaps it was
giving him warnings against believing anything that this ashen
sky was putting into his head. What the sky made him think of
were fleeing hosts of wounded men with broken spears and torn
banners and trails of blood and neighing horses. The sky itself
carried no token of such far-off events upon its corpse-cold vast-
ness, but such ruinous disasters seemed to rush along beneath it
in their viewless essences, wild-tossed fragments of forgotten
flights, catastrophic overthrow.,, huge migrations of defeated
peoples. And upon all these things that sky looked down with a
ghastly complicity. Two small motor cars, one dog cart, and a
queer-looking lorry with soldiers in it, were the only tangible
vehicles that passed him that evening as he went along; but the
road seemed full of human memories. There was not a signpost
or a milestone on that wayside but had gathered to itself some
piteous encounter of heart-struck lovers, some long and woeful